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Grey and glowing, like dusted drakes from home, where three thousand fetters the dreamsleeve 
has chased us 


Loud with a lilt, like cross knots from pre-phala, 
Where even tour guides are pagans in tweed 


Lineage without end, 
a language of silent letters, 
Bog gods hiding in moss beneath the cross 


Liqour that tasted like liquid bread, 
Soups that created guild masters, 
Parasols like wands at the ready, 
Voidrocks, crystal, and sheep 


Aurbic indecency enough to wake the dead, 
High heels caked in mud to nubs, 
Eagerness-to-see to keep us steady, 
Luggage, eye-fire, and sleep 


My girl as finely feathered as the hawkmoth she's always been, 
In a whirling circle beneath the sleeve, 

And old gods demanding a drunk from the mead, 

As my Memory's visit then split the clouds in twain 


Prayers heaped on those already said, 
Finding ebony in a row of shrubs, 

The Vehkship's bouncing cross-talk a melody, 
Thankful our bloodlines were on the cheap 


And my girl fuming in the whirlwind she's always in, 
Wanting another hour in which to gain 

Some semblance of our life to lead, 

From parts, whole-cloth the whole in main 


KKK 


| must agree with Lord Maturin; this is not the Landfall you are looking for. 


-MK 


